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your sakes, would I wish her. If she has a head to discern merit, and a heart to value it, and if she brings but with her the truth, the tenderness, and all the other virtues she will meet with, even my wishes for your mutual happiness can neither exceed nor survive it. Pray make my compliments to her, though I have not yet the honour of being known to her.
While you are not only content* with your own existence, but are probably multiplying it, here am I, enjoying, if I may use that expression, my non-existence, not without some satisfaction, for when the quicker pleasures of the senses are at an end, the quiet ones, till then despised, become a comfortable resource. Drinking, riding, and walking, employ my whole day, without one intruding thought, and procure me sleep at night too sound for dreams. Broad Bottoms, Secret Committees, impeachments, screens, and all those engines of knaves and baits of fools, neither excite my curiosity nor my indignation. The death of poor Hammond was the only event that disturbed the tranquillity of my mind. He died in the beginning of a career, which, if he had lived, I think he would have finished with reputation and distinction. But such is the folly, knavery, and futility of the world, and such was his truth, fidelity, and attachment to me, that, in my opinion, I have lost more by his death than he has. But this is too melancholy a subject to trouble you with at this time. So adieu, dear Lyttel-ton, and be convinced that nothing can exceed the sincerity and affection with which I am, yours,
C.
* The original MS here has " not content," which appears to be a slip of the pen.